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came across a poor family without sufficient coverings
on their beds, he would speed home, pull the blankets
off his own bed, and run with them over his arm to
the house where they were needed.

He had an immense following of pious ladies, who
were sometimes troublesome to him. CI see what it
is,5 said the doctor in one of his sermons: eyou
ladies think to reach heaven by hanging on to my
coat-tails. I will trounce you all: I will wear a
spencer.5

In Charles Church the evening service always closed
with the singing of the hymn, "Lord, dismiss us with
Thy blessing/ composed by Dr. Hawker himself. His
grandson did not know the authorship of the hymn:
he came to the doctor one day with a paper in his
hand, and said: 'Grandfather, I don't altogether like
that hymn, "Lord, dismiss us with Thy blessing":
I think it might be improved in metre and language,
and would be better if made somewhat longer.'

cOh, indeed!' said Dr. Hawker, getting red; cand
pray, Robert, what emendations commend themselves
to your precocious wisdom?5

'This is my improved version/ said the boy, and
read as follows:

'Lord, dismiss us with Thy blessing,

High and low, and rich and poor:
May we all, Thy fear possessing,
Go in peace, and sin no more!

Lord, recjuite not as we merit;

Thy displeasure all must fear:
As of old, so let Thy Spirit

Still the dove's resemblance bear.

May that Spirit dwell within us!

May its love our refuge be!
So shall no temptation win us

From the path that leads to Thee.ere true or
